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did not even heave more rapidly, while Arkady
fell to chattering again, filled through and
through by the happiness of being near her,
talking to her, looking at her eyes, her lovely
brow, all her sweet, dignified, clever face. She
said little, but her words showed a knowledge
of life ; from some of her observations, Arkady
gathered that this young woman had already
felt and thought much. . . .
* Who is that you were standing with ?' she
asked him, * when Mr. Sitnikov brought you to
me?'
* Did you notice him ?' Arkady asked in his
turn.     * He has a splendid face, hasn't he ?
That *s Bazarov, my friend.'
Arkady fell to discussing 'his friend.' He
spoke of him in such detail, and with such
enthusiasm, that Madame Odintsov turned
towards him and looked attentively at him.
Meanwhile, the mazurka was drawing to a close.
Arkady felt sorry to part from his partner; he
had spent nearly an hour so happily with her!
He had, it is true, during the whole time con-
tinually felt as though she were condescending
to him, as though he ought to be grateful to her
. . . but young hearts are not weighed down by
that feeling.
The music stopped. * Mercil said Madame
Odintsov, getting up. * You promised to come
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